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	1. It's Better Than Getting Fired

Lilian packs her backpack, filling it with her daily quota of granola bars and her laptop, charger and Kindle. While she's not a scared person by nature, the move from Boston to Metropolis was a pretty sudden and major one; she had just finished her degree in Mechanical and Aerospace Engineering at MIT and next thing she knew, she was working at LexCorp.

_It's a good place to work at _, she thinks as she catches the subway to get to her office. The firm is liberal in its approach, preferring to have its employees arrive in T-Shirts and flip-flops rather than suffocating business suits and dismal shirts. The CEO himself was a man of rather eclectic tastes, choosing to play basketball in his free time than to wine and dine with bigwigs in the social circle. _Well, he is barely 31, _she thinks as she rushes into the gleaming steel and glass building, avoiding the soccer ball that brushes past and getting hit head first by a basketball.

**_Great. _**It's review day, and she's already late to give her quarterly research report. She doesn't look back at the thrower, muttering an "it's okay" as she rushes into the elevator and hopes Lex Luthor isn't already in the review room, staring down her team like they're dessert.

"Thank the gods," her superior mutters as Lilian switches on her laptop and puts her notes in front. They discuss their reviews for a minute before elevator dings and another latecomer files in, panting.

"Well, I just saw Luthor finish his shoot-out challenge. Should expect him here in five." And just as predicted, five minutes later Lex Luthor files in, assistant in tow.

"Right then," he claps his hands, brushing dust off his shorts as he takes a round of the room. "So, what should I expect? Dismal, okay, good or praiseworthy?" Lilian tries to remember the sentences she'd so carefully planned to explain her idea, only to find her memory failing her as the man in question shoots her a small, questioning smile that raises the hair on her back.

"You," he points at her, "Let's start with you."

She takes a deep breath, stepping towards the projector when Luthor huffs, crossing his arms and giving her a disdainful stare.

"Explain - and without the aid of any visual presentations. That'll tell me whether I should wait here any longer than five minutes. Do you even train your newbies, Kyle?" He looks at the second in command and deputy head.

That annoys her - _he doubts our competence? Okay. _Lilian turns around to look at him squarely in the eyes and begins.

"The Aerospace R&D has come up with the plan of an dual engine, which comprises of an air breathing jet engine and a standard bi-propellant-"

"Stop."

She looks at him questioningly, and before she can correct herself and apologize, he gives her a small smile before scowling. "Is this all you've got?"

"This is what we've been working on."

"Then I should just fire you all and hire five sixteen-year olds. Come up with something better, and maybe I'll think about extending your employment contracts." With that, Lex Luthor strides out, and the room collectively groans as he disappears behind the lift doors.

"That son-of-a-" Kyle swears.

"Careful," her boss David warns. "If he's decided to peek into our room's cameras just to gauge our reactions, we'll all have libels on our heads." He sighs. "Well, that's all for the day - we meet on Monday; see you, everyone - hopefully." With that, they disperse, heading to their respective worklabs. The rest of the day passes uneventfully, until she heads to the cafeteria to get some lunch for once at the behest of Kyle and Melissa, her best friends and colleagues.

"If you're going to have any lunch, I'd suggest the grilled shrimp and chicken hibachi." Standing behind her, now in a button-down sweater and shirt, is yours truly.

"Mr. Luthor."

"Ms Chase." He smiles, steering her towards a table. "Wait here." The man returns five minutes later with two trays in hand, setting them down.

"Mr. Luthor-"

"I know it was unnecessary and that I do not need to pay for your meals yada yada, but I'm just in a good mood and wishing to apologise, so please, enjoy your meal." True to his judgement, the grilled shrimp and chicken hibachi tastes wonderful. She closes her eyes for a moment, the solitude and bliss broken by her lunch companion.

"I'm surprised you don't wish to know my reason for apologizing, given your personality."

"And what is it?" She doesn't want to come across as sarcastic, but she does, and inwardly curses herself for trying to antagonising her boss more than once. She looks apologetically in his direction, avoiding his eyes.

"Well, I suppose that basketball hurt," he quips.

"Oh." So it was him. "Well, I did say it was okay." Lilian glances at her watch, standing up. "Thank you for the meal, Mr. Luthor, but I must get going." She picks up her tray, getting the remaining food packed and reminding herself to pick some of this stuff up when she leaves for the day. He grips her wrist, and she turns to look at the man, annoyed and angry.

"It's not good manners to desert someone at a meal." The look he gives her is more amused than anything else.

"Well, it's better than getting fired." With that, Lilian pulls her arm away and races towards the elevator. As much as she is intrigued by the man, Lex Luthor scares her, and she doesn't wish to spend any more time being intimidated by his domineering personality.

The next four hours are spent working, and Lilian picks up that shrimp and chicken hibachi as she leaves for the day, with a rather curious blonde watching her exit the building.


	2. Man and God

**Hello guys - back with another chapter! As requested, the updates will try to be longer, but senior year is getting to me, so I cannot guarantee anything. One thing I can, and it is that I will try to respond to any and all reviews and PMs sent regarding this story. Character development suggestions, prompts, everything is open!**

**P.S. I'd like to request that anon who's been posting extremely long and unrelated reviews on the story to kindly recheck whether they have confused the button with the Doc Manager.**

* * *

><p>Deciding that getting fired would be worse for her student loans, Lilian skips her Saturday <em>Harry Potter<em> marathon and heads for office, which is mostly empty, except for the occasional janitor in sight and the HR office which is busy coordinating the Metropolis Library Gala, about which she sees in a Daily Planet article.

It's a long day and goes undisturbed until she reaches home in the evening, where her cousin Lois is busy playing with a small scottish terrier on her couch.

"Lo! No Willie on the couch!" Lois, seeing her cousin sister, tumbles off the couch, terrier in arms. A tall spectacled man exits her kitchen, smiling sheepishly at Lois and apologising for the mess Willie has made, all while handing out mugs of hot chocolate.

"Hello," he shakes hands with her. "Clark Kent - I work with Lois."

"Good to meet you, Clark," Lilian replies, setting the cushions straight while Lois sets dinner for the three. "You must be Lois' boyfriend." He smiles boyishly, nodding.

"She told me you work at LexCorp - how's work there?" He asks over Lois' homemade lasagna, which reminds Lilian of happier times with her parents, long gone.

"Good - a bit taxing but it's fun."

"How's Lex Luthor for a boss? Heard you guys work directly under him," Lois asks. Clark feeds Willie scraps off his plate, letting the dog climb onto his lap and lick his face, laughing as the dog covers his face with drool and tomato. Lilian decides she likes Clark for her cousin - _seems like a pretty good guy. _There's something familiar about that face, she thinks as she studies him.

"Hmm? We don't really see much of him, but when we do, it's either good or very bad." The rest of the dinner passes in mindless banter and getting to know more about Clark.

"I admit I miss home quite a bit, but with Lois, home is where she is." Lois grins, smacking him on the back of his head. "Too cheesy, Clark - I don't want her thinking you're some sort of weird sap."

"Well, I suppose I am of the dorky kind," the man replies, grinning back. The two leave after a while and Lilian watches them leave. What she doesn't notice is the black sedan driving by, and the eyes hidden under bronze hair that perk up seeing her, following her until they drive out of sight.

* * *

><p><strong><em>He'd had a pretty mundane morning until that ball hit her.<em>**

That girl (she didn't look old enough to be called lady) didn't even stop as the basketball hit her - instead, she raced for the elevator, muttering a hasty "It's okay" on her way, bag, scarf and braid flying behind her. But that wasn't that made his morning interesting.

It was the arrival of Senator June Finch's secretary that made his day worthwhile. The man announced that the Department of Defense was ready to cooperate, which was frankly the only thing he wanted to hear today, until Mercy reminded him of the Aerospace quarterly review.

The department was more sluggish than ever, and Lex considered sacking the entire bunch in favour of teenagers by the time they ended with their report. The only thing that stood out was the attitude of the newcomer, who didn't seem fazed by his presence - rather, that snarky jibe seemed to ignite her natural sarcasm and sardonic demeanour. She even had the guts to question his attitude towards their project (which, the team better accept, was mediocre at best and completely below their standards). Her behaviour towards him during lunch was intriguing at the very least, and Lex finds himself observing her strange personality more and more.

_Such frivolous activities are a complete waste of time, _he reasons with himself, only to find himself countering his previous statement. _She might be useful._

He doesn't like the fact that she captures his attention whenever in sight or mention, and that he has found himself lavishing more continuous brain-time on this employee than he ever did on his late father. She seems more resourceful and hardworking compared to the rest of her colleagues, and a potential asset, if utilised properly. _Smart girl._

He has finished writing up the conclusion for his report to the Senator, hoping that the lady grants him access to the import license. He considers it preferred, not necessary, of course - there are other nations that would gladly grant him access without so much as batting an eye.

"Mercy, ring up Senator Finch's secretary and tell him that the report is ready, and that I would prefer Tuesday noon for a meeting." The assistant wordlessly takes his orders, promptly getting down to finishing the prerequisites for the Gala and the meeting.

The news shows another report of Superman, this time showing the man saving hostages at the British Embassy in Libya. What the report casually leaves out amidst its exaltation of the alien and his powers, is the number of people who died and the complex and the surrounding villages that he ravaged to save these individuals.

"Power cannot be all good, and good cannot be all-powerful; the menace must be stopped in its tracks," he mutters.

Superman, with his sparkling clean image presented to the world, with a lot of skeletons in his closet. The alien wasn't known for his peaceful ways of negotiating conflict, choosing to settle them with tackles rather than tact. _A devil, descending from the sky in the garb of an angel. A demon, cloaked in the guise of a god. _

Lex is at a loss to understand how the people cannot see the creature for who he is - an alien with unbridled power, with autonomy to do whatever he wishes, with no fear of any higher power. He has seen men become monsters when power touches their hands, seen the humanity fade as power and control slowly consumes them - he does not want the world to undergo this. _Not under my watch._

He will not rest until he has a deterrent sufficient for the Man of Steel, regardless of whatever it takes.

Mercy shakes him out of his reverie by informing him of a late-night meeting with the board of directors for Wayne Industries. Bruce Wayne cuts an imposing figure, his intimidating persona dominating the board, those dark eyes boring holes into Lex's figure. He knows the tactics, but isn't one to be taken in by them.

"Bruce Wayne - pleased to meet you at this ungodly hour." The man in question only nods, choosing to greet Lex with a piercing stare. "Well, I suppose this is to do with Wayne Industries choosing to extend its headquarters to Metropolis." Wayne nods, taking the seat at the head of the table. _Standard power play moves._ He scoffs, choosing to circle the conference table instead, reminding Wayne that as of now, he isn't the only one pulling the shots here, and hence must not delude himself with that notion.

"So…" Lex trails off. "What's the catch?" He stares at the seated men. "What do I get in return for this glorious offer of letting you step into my territory? A share of your kingdom?"

"A share _**in**_ Gotham," Bruce Wayne speaks, "but not a claim on it, as you stress." _Dang that man is good,_ he muses. "You will get to work in tandem with us in the defense sector, but under no circumstance can you expect Wayne Industries to back your ludicrous Spartan demands in the federal defense contracts." _Bummer._

"No need to be so defensive - I will not ask you to back me up. I don't need your pull or your clout." He looks at the board, staring curiously at Bruce in particular. "You see," he circles the men, feeling very much like a predator circling his prey, and that surge of power excites him. "I'm my own clout, so I don't need your contacts. Besides," he smirks at Bruce, enjoying the way the man glares at him, "base debauchery is not my forte."

If that drives Bruce Wayne over the edge, he doesn't let it show, but chooses to smile at him in a way that both thrills and slightly intimidates Lex. "Of course it isn't - you're too full of wonder and entrepreneur-level optimism to decide to resort to those methods, wunderkind. And that is a very good thing," Wayne laughs, looking around the table, "we don't need any more men in a seat of power who can be swindled by a pretty thing in a dress."

His cronies with Wharton degrees titter and look around nervously, choosing to look anywhere but at the boy billionaire. Lex smiles, seeing the fear cloud their faces, the nervousness on blatant display.

"Under the given conditions, should I consider this deal finalised?" Bruce Wayne nods, shaking hands with him as he signs the NOC and the other required documents.

The look Mercy gives him is an indicator that she would rate his temper and demeanour a 3 at this moment, and he's reminded that losing his mask in public like this will not help matters. He is about to vent his frustration at this fruitless day in the car when he sees that small figure he's been watching intently for so long outside a building, waving at the Man of Steel and his damsel in distress as they leave.

Following her small figure puts him at peace somehow, and that is a discovery that he is NOT pleased to make.

* * *

><p><strong>Read and review!<strong>


	3. Worthy of The Label

**And I'm back! If anyone has any suggestions on Lex's character development, please read and review, or PM me.**

* * *

><p><strong><em>Today, she's sure she'll be toast.<em>**

She has barely finished her concept for the review, and she isn't sure that Mr. Luthor would be forgiving of the lunchtime incident. She hastily leaves Willie some food, brushing her teeth while staring at the clock, which already reads 9:30. When she races into the office, sweater ruffling behind her and no basketball hitting her head, she's greeted by an Out-Of-Order elevator, which means that she has to race against time and twelve floors to get to the review.

It's clear that fate isn't on her side when she rushes into the office and collides shoulder-first with the CEO's assistant.

"Oh gods I'm so sorry," she rambles off, picking up the immaculate lady's files. Mercy Graves (her badge reads) simply takes the documents from her hands and retaining her stoic stance.

"Miss Chase, how good to see you at last. I'm sure you must have something praiseworthy up your sleeve, given you are 36 minutes late." Lex Luthor's voice cuts through her chaos like a butcher's knife, sending her into another wave of panic.

She steels herself, setting her things down while pushing the hair out of her face and begins.

"The idea that I propose for our next project is an electrolytic engine - running space vehicles on water." When he doesn't interrupt, she continues.

"The main concept is based upon using a PEM electrolyser to electrolyse water, then using internal magnetorquers to separate the two gases on the basis of relative density." She pulls out a slew of engineering drawings, Luthor's rules thrown to the wind. "When the solenoid valve is opened by the flight computer," she points to the respective part, "the pressurised mixture travels through a feed line into a combustion chamber, ignited by a spark plug and exiting via the thruster nozzle."

Lilian looks around the room, expecting Lex Luthor to laugh and casually discard her idea as childish and economically infeasible. She's almost accepted defeat when the man, to her shock and surprise, begins to clap.

"I'm impressed," he smiles at her. "Really, I am - mixing simplicity and innovation is not an easy task, yet you've managed to come up with something that is worthy of the LexCorp label. Good." He walks over to her, picking up the engineering drawings and tucking them under his arm and motions towards the laptop peeking out of her half-open backpack.

"I want to see that complete design in my office in three hours with all specifications and details in place. Oh, and," he pushes some stray hair from her face behind her ear, "neither the media nor I will ever know who you are if you keep running and hiding behind your hair, Miss Chase." With that, the man waltzes out of the room, and Kyle and Melissa engulf her in a hug.

"This is a better save than Kyle's Rocket Systems," Melissa comments, beaming at her. "This calls for a party."

Lilian smiles at her friends, drinking in the relief that she's not going to be fired - _not today, at least. _

"Sorry guys," she gives them a sheepish look, "but I have work to do." She has three hours to complete the calculations and show it to him, so she gets down to putting in the values in the ANSYS simulator. Two and half hours pass till someone enters the worklab, said person waltzing in with no apparent regard for the drawings scattered across the lab. "No, I don't know when Services refills the Poptarts dispenser."

"That's not an issue - I grabbed the last few chocolate chip ones," the man crouches beside her, peering at the laptop's screen, the machine carelessly lying on the ground amidst a jungle of wires, writing utensils and papers.

"I still have half an hour, Mr Luthor."

"I know." He sits across her, staring at her while she finishes the final few pages, Lilian typing like she's on the most crucial part of her fanfiction.

"Here," she hands over the finished printed copy fifteen minutes later, walking out of the room for some calm. Just being in his presence makes her antsy, making her ADHD act up more than usual.

"Come in," a voice commands, and she peeks in to see Luthor scribbling notes in the margins, circling words and equations here and there. "Your choice of material is incorrect - the Titanium Aluminium Alloy would be unfavourable in comparison with the Titanium Aluminium Vanadium Annealed one."

"You didn't exactly give me time to make everything perfect." He looks at her for a while, face breaking into a small smile after a tenuous moment of silence.

"I'd agree with that point - not enough for perfection; I'd say you've come close." He resumes his circling and highlighting, adding in suggestions in the margins. Three hours later, the two are slumped by the wall, spent from the corrections made and changes done. Lilian glances at the watch and remembers meeting Lois at her office, Clark not being in town.

"If you uh, don't mind," she begins, fidgeting with her backpack's straps. "Yes, you can go now," he mumbles from behind the sheaf of papers. "I suppose you have to pick up a nephew or something - you can leave. And no, I do not find this request unreasonable - I'm not paying you overtime right now, am I?" It's not the words as much but the tone that hits her - how it implies that he sees his employees as nothing more than hands to be employed, not minds he is taking the assistance of.

"Actually, I was going to ask if I could get you something to eat since you've devoured your tarts, but if you think my thought is too dredged in lower matters like money, you can go suck on your Jolly Ranchers and slowly starve for all I care." She slams the door behind her, sick of the man's thinking - _who the hell does Luthor think he is? _

When Lois asks her the reason for her foul mood, Lilian just huffs and mutters "work" for an answer, and Lois thinks of the people who could possibly drive her tolerant cousin to a passive aggressive vent-fest.

* * *

><p><strong><em>It's only fifteen minutes after she slams the door and storms off does Lex realise that his comment was derogatory, and that he was not helping matters for himself.<em>**

He thinks of going after her to apologize - _what am I, a lovesick fool, to be chasing her? _The notion disgusts him, and he violently shakes his head, clearing the thought from his mind. Her work is indeed praiseworthy, capable of shaking the aerospace industry if developed by the right people - _and I am the right person, of course. _However, he cannot secure her cooperation if he is unpleasant and derogatory towards her - _not if she is the person he thinks she is. _

And so, he finds himself driving to her house forty minutes later and finds her there, walking arm in arm with Lois Lane, laughing about some inconsequential matter, he supposes. _So this is the reason for her early departure. _He considers approaching her to apologize but deems it risky, and frankly unnecessary, so he contents himself with watching her, the black Maserati parked in the shadows.

That laugh is somehow comforting, and Lex finds himself craving that sight and sound of her laughter more and more. He shuts his eyes, drinking in the image, savouring the sight of her mouth curving upwards, the laughter slowly building up, spilling like honey - he can imagine the sound that accompanies the sight, the melody, clear and sharp like a waterfall.

He'll have to experience that in person soon, he decides.

When he opens his eyes, she is long gone. He drives back home, trying to focus on the June Finch problem and the upcoming deals the best he can.

That night, like always, sleep is accompanied with nightmares, but he has her smile to comfort himself with when he wakes up.

* * *

><p><strong>Read and review!<strong>


	4. If It Be A Sin To Covet You

**And here goes another chapter! I've been a but busy, because of a competition I'm attending, but I'll make sure to update more. Read and review!**

* * *

><p><em><strong>He sees her in her worklab everyday since.<strong>_

He watches her work, scribbling away on sheets, erasing and redrawing engineering designs, coding furiously, her hair a mess. The girl has no regard for her physical outcome when she is at work, ignoring the spider's web her hair has become, or the way her scarf lies carelessly around her neck.

She notices him observing her one day, briskly walking across the room to open the door. "Mr. Luthor, sir."

"Miss Chase," he walks in, surveying her progress. The exact design for the PEM electrolyser is complete and she is halfway through completing the design for the ignition chamber. "I suppose you need no aid of any kind from anyone?" She looks at him, shaking her head. "Miss Chase," he begins, playing with a pair of headphones lying carelessly, "I'd like to apologise."

"I assume I am aware of the reason this time?" He nods. "Well, I suppose you, of all people, must be aware of the power of words and the damage they are capable of. Coupled with the intonation they are delivered with, words make a formidable weapon." A small smirk finds a way up his face.

"Then I suppose you must believe in the power of sincere apologies too."

"Certainly."

"Then allow me to apologize for my unacceptable and ungentlemanly behaviour that day, be it weeks ago. I should have judged you correctly."

"Money isn't so big a concern for me - I'll find a way to pay my debts somehow, but I'm unsure of getting the same work satisfaction somewhere else."

"Well, allow me to atone for my sin by a sweet penance." She laughs, and Lex relishes the sound of her voice, every bit the waterfall he imagined.

"I wouldn't go so far as to call it a sin." She stares at him curiously, eyes shining. "Romeo and Juliet, the Warburton version, isn't it?" The smirk grows across his face.

"Would you accept an apology in the form of a play, tonight at seven?"

"I'm not a fan of Romeo and Juliet, or any romantic plays, in fact."

"Well then, I suppose I must find another way to express my apology."

"Really, Mr. Luthor -"

"Please, call me Lex."

"Lex," she hesitates before speaking his name, the word falling from her mouth like coins on a marble floor. "It's not necessary, I mean it - I'm okay with just a 'sorry', really."

"Well, Lilian," he looks at her, "may I call you that?" She nods, and he continues. "I realise that I had demeaned you that evening, and try as you may, you will not aid in assuaging my guilt with just a simple 'It's okay'. Please," he puts a hand on her shoulder, "let me get you a book and take you out for coffee at the very least."

She sighs, setting her pen down. "If you insist."

"Perfect!" Lex gets up, beckoning to her with a hand. "All work and no play makes Lilian a dull girl."

* * *

><p><strong><em>Frankly, she's more surprised than anything else.<em>**

Lex Luthor apologising is a rare sight (she has had the good fortune of experiencing it twice) but asking her to get coffee and a book for an apology seems downright surprising. His casual attitude had initially caught her off-guard, but she has to admit that his persistence is endearing. Also, any male who can so easily quote Shakespeare in a conversation deserves to be made an acquaintance of, given the chance.

They walk into the Barnes and Noble across the street. "Choose," he spreads his arms out, "Anything you wish for." She peruses the shelves, picking up Oscar Wilde's "The Picture of Dorian Gray". He looks at the title, giving her a light smile as he proceeds to the counter to check the book out.

"Now, coffee - that is something better done back at LexCorp." She follows, considering the several privacy issues that may crop up, not counting the rumours sprouting like weeds. They go all the way back to her worklab, him filling two venti containers with his own concoction. They sit outside her lab, sipping the coffee while looking out at the Metropolis skyline, and the whole experience feels surreal to her, unreal if not for the chill of the coffee numbing her hands.

"Thank you so much for all this," she says in between a sip, "and I do forgive you. I hope that assuaged your guilt." He looks at her, cracking a rare grin.

"Oh, certainly - thank you for giving me the opportunity." Their drinks done, she heads back into her lab. "Well, I must let you get back," he states, "see you around soon, Lilian."

As she sits on her bed at night, she opens the book to its first page, bringing a confused smile and a shake of the head at the message written in elegant, flowing script.

**_'If it be a sin to covet honor, I am the most offending soul.'_**

_A sincere apology for an arrogant folly, done to a lady of covetous intellect. _

_Yours sincerely, _

_Lex Luthor _

* * *

><p>Lex watches her smile, the shake of her head as she opens the book. The amused reaction, accompanied by that confused smile puts his turbulent mind at peace once again, and he leans back in the car seat, closing his eyes. Considering his memory to be insufficient, he captures the moment in a photograph - <em>now I can relish this moment forever. <em>

Back at his apartment, he picks up the paintbrush after a long time, setting down to paint the image of a smiling girl seated on a bed with a book in her hands.

He sees at office the following days and the two mutually acknowledge the other's presence. He drops by at her lab at least once every day, offering comments for improvement or simply exchanging words. He slowly learns about her interests and finds a mirror in her - a person of prodigious talent with a troubled childhood, someone with whom he can relate. He finds himself, much to his chagrin, depending on her.

He depends on her smile to calm his tempers, her laugh to settle his paranoia and her presence to anchor him to reality. While he prefers the mental construct that he mostly lives in, this private bubble which they share during work doesn't seem so bad either.

"I suppose you enjoy adventurous sports?" He asks the evening they finish the project, dubbed Zephyr 1. She nods, smiling.

"Yeah - I was a bit of a daredevil back in Boston, but I left that stuff behind after high school."

"Then I guess you wouldn't mind rappelling."

"I've scaled the employee wall multiple times."

"I was never speaking of the employee wall."

"Where in Metropolis then?" She looks at him quizzically.

"Meet me in the parking lot at eight."

And sure enough, when the clock strikes eight, she's there, looking flushed. "Where to?" He simply grins, motioning towards his car. "I suppose I will have to deduce the location by the turns you take?" He nods, revving the engine. She stares attentively at the road ahead, her head whipping to the side to glance at the street signs for any telltale markers and by the time they're halfway, she's interrupted him with an excited smile on her face.

"The old Gothic church? I assume we're going to rappel from the clock spire?"

"Here we are," he points to the church, the wrought iron spire gleaming in the moonlight. "Winner takes all."

"And what is 'all' here?"

"Oh, you know," he shrugs, "bragging rights, ribbing rights and getting to decide where we get dinner tonight." He gives her a knowing smirk, heading for the staircase inside. "You'd better get going."

Years of experience at this give him a headstart but she's fast, getting to the top quickly through the ruins of the church's staircases. He's barely five metres above the ground, with her seven metres above him, when a girder falls and her rope snaps.

It's instinctive, his movements, and he's caught her waist by his left arm, pulling her away from the falling bar of iron before he can finish counting to ten. He lowers them to the ground, and he can feel her rapid breaths against his neck, their hearts hammering.

"Are you alright?" He pulls her close to inspect her and can see no visible injuries, which comes as a relief. Lilian nods, shaking her head a few times as she takes in deep breaths.

"Guess I didn't see that rusty girder coming," she shrugs. "Well, it is an added risk of rappelling in a derelict church." It isn't accusatory, but the sentence makes him feel prickly with guilt and a sense of anger towards himself. She puts a hand on his shoulder, and the gesture startles him a little. "I didn't mean to accuse you," she begins apologetically, "rather, I want to thank you for saving me from possible death and certain permanent physical injuries." She gently wraps her arms around him.

If he was startled before, he is certainly shocked now, not expecting a physical show of emotion from a person he has typed as socially anxious and reserved. It takes him a while to realise that he should be doing the same if he wishes to reciprocate her gratitude.

So he gingerly puts an arm around her, and the feeling of her arms around him and her face pressed in his hair, even if lasts for only a few seconds, is addictive and intoxicating. He pulls her closer, savouring the moment while he can. _If it be a sin to covet __**you**__, I am the most offending soul._

"Well, there are some experiences you cannot share without becoming friends," he quips, unable to muster another suitable reaction for the awkward silence.

"Such as knocking out a mountain troll," she completes his sentence, catching the reference and grinning, "or rappelling from a church spire." A moment later, the two break into laughter, holding on to the gate for support. "Okay - where to for dinner?"

"Do you like Afghani?"


	5. In My Sight

**Sorry for the super-short chapter, but another update will follow soon!**

* * *

><p><strong><em>Lilian wouldn't go so far as to call it a date.<em>**

Sure, they are having fun, what with the rappelling and that fall, which was where things got a bit complicated for her.

She hadn't expected him to catch her mid-fall, and the way he'd attended to her, eyes scanning every part of her body with concern and urgency once they were down. It feels strange, being cared for after a decade in the foster system, and she still isn't used to that feeling of having someone hover over you. At first, she was worried that she'd overstepped her boundaries by hugging him, but when he pulled her closer, she felt strange.

Cliche? Yes. Totally unwanted? Sure. But she now had her small sapiosexual crush on Lex Luthor become into something bigger - something she didn't want escalated, because it was a hopeless case.

She pushes the thought aside during the animated discussion they are in on Star Wars and the Grecian and mythological references which are so deeply entrenched in it.

"That's why Luke is Perseus in all means," Lex finishes, sipping onto his Irish spring water. She has been quietly listening to him explain the baroque themes and the Grecian backdrops used for Luke Skywalker's character and has only interrupted him when she felt there was more to it. He listens to her attentively as they walk, often nodding or hmming, as if storing the knowledge away for future use. She glances at her watch, showing midnight. "I suppose you need to get home now," he comments.

"I suppose we can always go to the midnight library before heading home." They are early today at the Metropolis Midnight Library, getting War and Peace and Crime and Punishment before the crowd pours in. It's a strange, peaceful sight, the two of them sitting and reading beside the car, on a bench across the library.

An hour passes, and Lilian decides on getting home. "It's just a few blocks from here," she tells him when he insists on driving her home. So he walks her home, and the experience feels so normal it's strange.

"Goodnight, Miss Chase." He gives her one of those enigmatic smiles of his, where you can never decipher whether he's amused, happy or wishing to punch you.

"Goodnight, Mr Luthor," she gets back, smiling as she closes the door. Lois is on the phone, presumably with Clark, and she gives Lilian a quizzical look, to which she responds simply by shaking her head. She has work tomorrow, and being sleepy for a meeting at the crucible is probably the worst idea she can get right now.

* * *

><p><strong><em>Too much of anything is bad.<em>**

Lex ruminates on this one sentence as he drives back, and gods above, isn't it wrong. Too much of intelligence is never bad - _you can never be too intelligent, so I suppose, the statement still stands. _Too much of power is never bad - _you are only as strong as your adversary, and what's the harm in making yourself stronger? _

Too much of emotions? _Maybe. _

He doesn't like the various emotions that swim through him, the product of hormones and a certain adventurous ADHD female. He knows what anger, hate, pride, envy, greed, power, joy and fear all feel like, but whatever this new emotion is, he is unaware to compartmentalize it. It's strangely comforting, but also fuel for his fire, falling somewhere between obsession, want, and that fool's gold that is love.

He is everything he's ever wanted to be, though he isn't sure he wants to be this. This strange, stuttering, stumbling mess that cannot muster the perfect words for a situation, that pays so much attention to a single person, that is fixated not on an object, but a being. That depends on a person. Dependence is a terrible thing, _but you can never have too little of it _.

The fact that she is out of his sight again annoys the hell out of him, the fact that he is unaware of her whereabouts, her well-being, that she is not in front of his eyes - he delights in absolution and certainty, and this uncertain mess of probabilities that he keeps conjuring is a pain in the neck, and he cannot live in this hell of wanting and not knowing, of having to not see her when he wishes to.

_So I'll always keep her in my sight. _

There - a solution for this problem. Now all he needs is a plan, and the timing to carry it out perfectly.

* * *

><p><strong>So, what do you think is his plan? Put in the reviews or PM me - let me know! And once again, read and review!<strong>


End file.
